Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



Presented by the Publishers 

'EXT-BOOK COLLECTION 

. —OF TBE — 



lilJI BSEEIIEIIIili llllTI 

SCHOOL OF EDUCATION 
LIBRARY 



TEXTBOOK COLLECTION 

GIFT OF 

THE PUBLISHERS 



STANFORD ^^^ UNIVERSITY 
LIBRARIES 



j .s|^?^J5^3^^Tm 



Educalionai Publishing Co. 

S.AN KKANCISCU 



Young Folk's Library of Choice Literature 



■ SOME OF OUR 



FLOWER FRIEMDS 



BY ANNIE CHASE 



ILLUSTRATED 



sSiSnmn of momois 






EDUCATIONAL PUBLISHINd ( OMPANY 

B(JST()X 
New York Chicago San Francisco 



621382 



C 

Copyrighted 
By educational PUBLISHING COMPANY. 

1897. 



TO TEACHERS. 

This little book was designed to follow the 
use of ^^ Buds, Stems and Roots." The object 
of the stories is not only to teach the names 
and habits of the common flowers and weeds, 
but to train the child's emotional, imaginative 
and religious nature. 

Walks and flowers should accompany every 
lesson. Hoping the little work will meet some 
need of both child and teacher, I remain. 

Very truly yours, 

The Author. 
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Some of Our Flower Friends, 



LEAVES AND BLOSSOMS. 

Leaves are made up of 
little cells. 

The woody cells make the 
ribs or stiff part of the leaf. 

The soft cells are packed 
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around the woody parts 
more closely than yon pack 
your box when you go to 
Grandma's for a visit. 

The Avhole leaf is covered 
by a thin skin to keep the 
little cells from getting out 
of their places. 

The cells are filled with 
food and water. 

These cells are all the 
time throwing off the water 
into the air. 

See that leaf on Carrie's 
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desk. ''It is wilted," yon 
say. 

Yes: the little cells have 
thrown otf all the moisture 
there was in them. 

Now they lie flat and 
helpless, because the poor 

V 

stem has no more water to 
send them. 

Carrie, do put the poor 
leaf in some water. 

"Oh!" says the little leaf, 
when it is in the tumbler of 
water, " I am so glad." 
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The stem drinks and 
drinks, and sends along the 
water from cell to cell. 

Now the cells are all full, 
and, see! 

The leaf is as bright and 
beautiful as ever. 

If Carrie leaves it in the 
tumbler long enough, it will 
drink up all the water and 
throw it off into the air. 

Do look at the skin of the 
leaf once more. 

Do you see those tiny 
holes? 
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They look as though they 
were made with a fairy's 
needle, so small are they. 

Those holes, or pores, take 
air into the leaves for the 
plant. 

Would you believe it? 

The leaves are the lungs 
of the plant. - 

The flower buds and flow- 
er are made up of cells, 
too. 

You can tell a flower bud 
as soon as you see it, I kno\^ . 



10 SOME OF OUB FLOWER FRIENDS. 

Did you notice the elm 
boughs? 

The leaf buds looked thin 
and sober. 

The flo^\^er buds looked 
plump and round and jolly. 





You know, ■without my 
telling you, that there are 
ever so many kinds of 
leaves. 

Every leaf has a foot-stalk, 
or stem, of its own. 

B very leaf ha s a mid-rib 
of its own. 
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Can you find the mid-rib 
of the loaf you have? 




Can you find leaves 
shaped like these. 

And the f louvers? 

Did you ever see two 
flowers shaped exactly 
alike? 
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Though all flowers are not 
alike, their parts have 
names alike. 

The pretty, bright part 
of the flower, made np 
of colored cells, is the 
corolla. 

The green cup which 
holds it is the calyx, and 
those little stem-like bodies 
in the center are stamens 
and pistils. 

If you cannot remember 
these long names, you may 
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call the corolla the crown of 
the flower. 

Doesn't the dandelion 
wear a rich croAvn? 

You may call the calyx 
the crow^n-holdier, hecause it 
holds the crown in place. 

You may call the stamens 
and pistils the little family 
which lives in the crow^n 
and helps to form the 
seeds. 

And now that we have 
found out how" nicely all 
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the plants are doing their 

'work, let ns come out among 

the hills and into the 
woods. 

We shall find ever so 
many of our little friends, 
all working away with buds, 
stems, roots, leaves and 
flowers as hard as you work 
in school. 

They are in a great school 
where the rain and sun, the 
soil and the air, — all teach 
them. 
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And they never disobey. 

Not they; they know 
better. 

That is why they all look 
so happy, and why they 
grow so fast. 




PUSSIES. 



All the snow is melted, 
save a little along the shady 
side of the stone wall. 

Spring is breathing her 
first breath. 

She has touched these 
alder boughs. 

See, she has called out the 
little gray pussies again. 

Here they are, all over 
these branches. 
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Soon these pussies will 
lose their fur and plump- 
ness, and grow long and 
slender. 




They will hang down in 
long tassels, and every breeze 
will play with them. 

They are alders, not wil- 
lows. 
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The ■willo'ws' pussies are 
more afraid of the cold, and 
are not yet out. 

They will soon be here, 
.and how sweetly they will 
scent the air I 
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Did you notice the elm 



P 



boughs r 



The leaf buds looked thin 
and sober. 

The flo^\^er buds looked 
plump and round and jolly. 





You know, without my 
telling you, that there are 
ever so many kinds of 
leaves. 

Every leaf has a foot-stalk, 
or stem, of its own. 

E very leaf ha s a mid-rih 
of its own. 
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Can you find the mid-rib 
of the leaf you have? 




Can you find leaves 
shaped like these. 

And the flowers? 

Did you ever see two 
flowers shaped exactly 
alike? 
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Though all flowers are not 
alike, their parts have 
names alike. 

The pretty, bright part 
of the flower, made np 
of colored cells, is the 
corolla. 

The green cup ^\rhich 
holds it is the calyx, and 
those little steiu-Jike bodies 
in the center are stamens 
and pistils. 

If you cannot remember 
these long names, you may 
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call the corolla the crown of 
the flower. 

Doesn't the dandelion 
wear a rich croAv^nV 

You may call the calyx 
the crown-holder, hecause it 
holds the croA\^n in place. 

You may call the stamens 
and pistils the little family 
which lives in the crown 
and helps to form the 
seeds. 

And now that we have 
found out how nicely all 
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the plants are doing their 

^work, let ns come out among 

the hills and into the 
woods. 

We shall find ever so 
many of our little friends, 
all working away with buds, 
stems, roots, leaves and 
flowers as hard as you work 
in school. 

They are in a great school 
where the rain and sun, the 
soil and the air, — all teach 
them. 
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And they never disobey. 

Not they; they know 
bettei'. 

That is why they all look 
so happy, and why they 
grow so fast. 




PUSSIES. 



All the snow is melted, 
save a little along the shady 
side of the stone wall. 

Spring is breathing her 
first breath. 

She has touched these 
alder boughs. 

See, she has called out the 
little gray pussies again. 

Here they are, all over 
these branches. 
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Soon these pustsies will 
lose their fur and plump- 
ness, and grow long and 
slender. 




They will hang doT;^n in 
long tassels, and every breeze 
will play with them. 

They are alders, not wil- 
lows. 
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The ■willo'ws' pussies are 
more afraid of the cold, and 
are not yet out. 

They ■will soon be here, 
.and ho-w sweetly they will 
scent the air I 
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THE SNOWDROP. 

See that flower beside the 
snowdrift. 

It is a Snowdrop. 

How can you bloom, little 
flower, while the winds are 
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SO rude, and while the snow 
is on the hillside? 

Yon are very brave. 

Yon do not look brave nor 
strong. 

Yonr head droops, and 
yonr leaves are very slender. 

Is that patch of ioe your 
mirror ? 

Do you love the old brown 
earth ? 

You nestle closely to it. 

Come with me into the 
house. 
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I "will keep you warm. 

I will find out who are 
your cousins and aunts and 
uncles. 





A STORY. 

Snowdrop was once in- 
vited to a family party. 

Tlie wind brouglit tlie note 
and dropped it at Snow- 
drop's door one morning. 

It was written on a leaf. 

All Snowdrop's aunts and 
uncles and cousins were to 
be at the party. 
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There was to be a dance, 
and the "Canary Bird 
Band" was to make the 



music. 



Snowdrop put on her 
dainty, white dress, with 
head-dress of palest green, 
and slippers to match. 

Her over-dress was in 
three parts, draped so as to 
show a shorter under-dress 
of pale green. 

She was ready at last, and 
trembling all over. 
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At the green-house she 
was glad to find her little 
cousin, Star-grass, close by 
the door. 

Star-grass was dressed 
from head to foot in pale 
yellow. 

There w^s Snowdrop's 
annt, Tube Rose, in her 
beautiful white garments. 

So sweet was her perfume 
that it scented all the room. 

She looked like a queen, 
but she welcomed little 
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Snowd rop and Star-grass, 
and asked them to sit beside 
her. 

There, too, T\^as Amaryllis, 
nodding and smiling in 
his grand way, as much as 
to say: 

"Just look at me! 

"Am I not the most beau- 
tiful of all the company?" 

But Sno^^drop thought he 
had been drinking, his nose 
was so very red ; and she felt 
very much ashamed of him. 
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Star-grass whispered to 
her that red was the color 
Amaryllis was most fond of 



■^' \ 




•*.*^. 



wearing, and that he painted 
his face to match his vest. 

Snowdrop had a pleasant 
chat with Snowflake, her 
nearest and dearest c^o^-^V"^. 
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One canary blew a flute- 
like note, and all the others 
joined him. 

Then the dance began. 

How they all whirled 
about 1 

There was Lady Daffodil 
and Lady Jonquil, and a 
beautiful poet, called the 
Narcissus. 

Would you have believed 
that little Snowdrop had so 
many grand relations? 

By and by a bird sang a 
solo. 
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Then the poet read some 
lines of his o\\^n; and ^^hat 
do you think they were 
about? 

They were about 



LITTLE SNOWDROP. 



I knoAv^ why you droop 

little Snowdrop, 
You are lonely there on the 

hill; 
I know why you shiver and 

tremble, 
There is ice in the valley 

still. 
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You are God's little hell of 
the Springtirrie, 

You are sounding His song 

from your heart; 
Softly? Yes, hut the grasses 

all hear you, 
And the violets wake with 



Si SbSilOXj. 




THE BLOODROOT. 

Here is a sunny bank at 
the top of this hill. 

The warm sun rays look 
as thougli they were smil- 
ing at something. 

The naked oaks at the top 
of the liill look as though 
they, too, had a secret. 
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O ho! We have found out 
the secret. 

Here are some flowers 
nestled down among the 
dead leaves. 

They are beautiful, white 
blossoms ^with waxy petals 
and bright yellow centers, 
like tiny pond-lilies. 

They are Bloodroot blos- 
soms, you may kno^w by the 
red juice in the stems. 

A wise little lady is 
Bloodroot. 
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She comes up from the 
ground closely wrapped in 
a warm shawl made of her 
own green leaf. 

She does not take off her 
sha^wl until she opens her 
eyes; even then she holds it 
loosely wrapped about her 
stem, for she is a very frail 
lady, although she braves 
the March weather. 

She smiles from her stem 
for a day or two, then 
throws down her petals. 
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The green shawl is then 
unfolded and spread out 
into a beautiiul leal 










A FABLE. 



Many, many years ago a 
little moth made a sorrow- 
ful cry. 

She said: " 1 can live only 
so short a time, and I am 
so pretty. 



a 



See my white wings 



my pale green gems, *<\>\>A 



'i.T> 
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my golden eyes, — they must 
soon fade and die. Ah mel " 

Then the little moth 
sobbed and wept until a 
fairy came to see what was 
the matter. 

"Are yon willing to stay 
in the world many, many 
years?" said the fairy. 

"You know the seasons 
are long and the winter 



winds are cruel. 



)? 



The moth thought a while, 
then said: "Yes, if I could 
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be of some use in the world ; 
but of what use is a silly 
moth? 

"Perhaps it is best I 
should die." 

*'Do you really T^ant to 
help the world?" said the 
fairy. 

"Yes; but I am. so small 
and weak," said the moth, 
"what could I do?" 

"You could do a great 
deal, but you would not be 
able to fly about. 
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"You would be chained 
to the earth year in and 



year oat. 



>> 



"I have traveled about 

the world already, what 

could I do?" said the moth. 

"What work do you 
choose?" said the fairy, 

Tvaving her wand. 

"Of all things." said the 

moth, "I would like best to 

please and help the children, 

for one of them saved my 

life last summer when I 
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^was caught fast in a closing 
flower." 

"Good!" said the fairy; 
*'yon shall help both old 
and young children." 

With that the little moth 
fell asleep and slept a long, 
long time. 

When she a^^^oke her 
white wings ^were petals, 
her yellow eyes were a gol- 
den heart, her gems were 
green leaves, her life-blood 
was the juice of a plant. 



40 SOME OF OUR FI-OWER FRIENDS. 

Men named her Blood- 
root. 

Doctors came to her, gath- 
ered her stems and roots, 
and made medicine. 

Better still, the children 
themselves came and gath- 
ered her blossoms ^v^^ith 
shouts of joy. 

Her blood stained their 
hands a little, but they for- 
gave her ^v^^hen they looked 
at her lovely cro^v^rn. 

"Why," said a dandelion 
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to her one day, "why do you 
come out in such cold 



weather ? 



o>> 



(( 



I can be of more use in 



the season I have chosen," 
said Bloodroot; but she shiv- 
ered a little and drew her 
vrraps closer; 

Then the sun peeped out 
and kissed her softly, and 
said: 

''Sonae day you shall live 
another and a still better 
life, — one of joy and beauty 
and helpfulness. 




-^ -s^^^^-'t;^ 



SPRING EVERLASTING. 

The Pussy's feet have 
come! 

Then spring is really here; 
but where did you find 
them? 

Here in the shelter ol this 
gray rock. 

Here they are, one, two 
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three, — so many we can not 
count them. 

What meek little flowers 
they are! 

What velvety leaves they 
have! 

Do they wear the velvet 
to keep them warm? 

Are you a queen in dis- 
guise, little flower, and do 
you laugh in your sleeve 
when stupid people say: 

"Oh! those flowers are 
not beautiful." 
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You are too lovely ior 
them to see your charms, I 
think. 

I saw you through a glass 
yesterday, and you looked a 




real queen in your soft 
dress. 

Are you listening to the 
secrets of the dark earth, 
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that you nestle so closely to 
it? 

Do you expect the violets 
and bluets soon? 

We hoped to find some to- 
day. 





■'^ ^-it 



TRAILING ARBUTUS. 

(MAYFLOWER.) 

"Going after Trailing Ar- 
butus. What fun!" 

We must take this path 
through the wood to the 
pastures. 

Who would have thought 
it? 
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There are the pink-tipped 
flowers close by a hard 
sno\\rdrilt in this shaded 
grove. 




Why did they not gro"w 
in the open field where the 
Sun is doing his best to 
warm, the earth ? 

We must take c-Ave \r> 
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pluck only your l)lossoms; 
if we pull up your roots 
there will be no ArbutiLs 
here next year. 




SUNG TO MAYFLOWER BY A BLUEBIRD. 

Shine on, little star, 
From your sky of moss. 
Shine on, little star, 
While the tree boughs toss 
With the noisy winds. 
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Shine on, little star, 
There is joy and gladness 
Where ever you are. 

Shine on, little star. 



Some day, some day. 
When I find my mate. 
And we make our home 
By the farm-yard gate, 
I ^^ill borrow a star 
T'rom your rosy crown, 
To deck her ^th 
When we go to town. 
Shine on, little star. 



J 
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Some day, Home day 

When OUT darlings come, 

1 will bring them here 

To your forest home. 

1 will teach them here 

In your shady dell 

The airs you al"ways love so 

well. 
Shine on, little star. 




BLUETS. 

i^'^^LOSE beside 

W ejO- Spring Everlast- 

'C^^^ ing is another 

little flower, 
it has four white petals. 




It has a golden eye. 



5-2 SOME OF OUR FLOWER FKIRNUS. 

It has small light green 
leaves. 

What a dainty, fairy-like 
flower! 

Why do the petals turn 
blue at the tips? 

Is it the cold do you 
think? 

Millions of these bluets 
will star the roadsides, 
fields, and hills, when it is 
May. 

When June conies, some 
of these bluets will linger 
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deep down in the tall 
grasses. 

Nor will they be one bit 
cross if the bright daisies 
above their heads hide them. 

Little bluet smiles when 
the grass is short, because 
then she can see and be 



seen. 



She smiles when the grass 
is taller, because she knows 
the grass is glad. 

She smiles when it is very 
tall and nods its t^'S^^^^V^i. 
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above her, because she 
knows the grass is proud 
and happy; and she says: 

"Here I will fall asleep 
^\rhen my seeds have 
ripened." 

Sometimes, she lingers 
after the grass and daisies 
have been cut off, but she 
looks lonely then and sad. 



l!l(pii>M|ii|iip(i|ffffmfii|i|g|fi|li|i|>i 
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THE LITTLE BLUET. 

"Little flower," said a 
grasshopper one day, "why 
do you make yourself so 
common? 

"You spread your beauty 
out right under the chil- 
dren's feet." 
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Little Bluet drew herself 
up proudly and said: 

"I love to bloom by the 
^\rayside ^\rhere some showy 
blossom.s dare not trust 
themselves. 

"I love to bloom from dry 
knolls where most other 
flowers would die. 

''I love the meadows: there 
I am at my best. I love to 
sit where the children can 
find me ^when they come 
fi^om school. 
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"Do you wonder why?" 
And Bluet bent her head 

close to the grasshopper and 

said: 

" I love to do these things 

because God asks them of 

me." 





THE DANDELION. 

Hui'rah ! 

Last night the la"wn "was 
green, all green. 

Now it is dotted "with 
sunny yellow tlowers. 

So you ai'B really here, 
Dandelion, with all your 
rattles and frills. 
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How funny your buds 
are! 

They look like tiny fists. 

Are those little fists fight- 
ing the cold, I wonder, or 
are they only doubled up 
^^ith joy like Baby's? 

I love you now, Dande- 
lion, and I love you when 
you grow old and gray, and 
I can blow youi* seeds about. 

How do you cut and 
notch your leaves so pret- 

tily? 



60 SOME OF OUR FLOWER FRIENDS. 

Do you plan everything 
down under the soil, or a 
little at a time as you come 
up? 

I hope I do not hurt you 
when I make curls and 
whistles of your stems. 

I wish you could talk. 

I hear that the daisies are 
your cousins. 



Who is rich? 
'Tis Dandelion, 
Rich as any Jew; 
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Who is dainty? 
Dandelion, 
Sipping morning 

Who has pa- 
tience ? 
Dandelion never 
Avears a frown. 
Who has glory? 
Dandelion ; 
See her golden crown. 





MARSH MARIGOLD. 
(COWSLIPS. 1 

See the brown hills. 

There is a hint of green 
upon them. 

The row of maples near 
the meado-w is red as blood. 

What flower is that be- 
side the pooiy 
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Let us run down the hill 
and find out ^\^hat the 
flowers are. 



One — two — three 



Here we are! 

What sunshiny flo^^ers! 

They have five bright, 
yello^w sepals, but no petals. 

What pretty rounded 
green leaves, and such 
chubby buds! 

Here are hundreds grow- 
ing close together. 




A GREEK FABLE. 

A boy, whose name was 
Clymenon, once lived in 
Sicily. 

Clymenon fell in love 
with the snn. 

When night came, and 
the sun was no more to be 
seen, Clymenon cried him- 
self to sleep. 

He was awake and watch- 
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ing for her long before she 
came up where he could 
see her. 

When the clouds blushed 
at her coming, Clymenon 
blushed, too, and fell on his 
knees with joy. 

When she came up smil- 
ing, Clymenon would shout 
and leap and thro^\r kisses 
to her. 

So much in love was he 
that he would not sit in the 
shade a moment. 



\ 



66 SOME OF OUR FLOWER FRIENDS. 

One day a terrible thing 
happened; the clouds hid 
the sun all day long. 

Clymenon drooped and 
turned very pale. 

Next day there was no 



sun. 



He drooped still more. 

Another day came. 

Still no sun. 

''Oh! what have I done? 
What shall I do?" cried 
Clymenon. 

He looked in a little pool. 
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''Oh, little pool," he said, 
"can you not show me one 
bright ray from the sun's 
dear face ? ' ' 

But the little pool f ro^vned 
darkly at him. ^ 

Clymenon flung himself 
down by the pool and ^vept 
till he ^v^;^as so ^weak he could 
not move. 

''Oh, Earth," he sobbed; 
"you have lost all beauty 
in my eyes." 

And OlymeiiOTv ^^^^X. 
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until lie died of grief and 
tears. 

When at last the sun 




came out, she saw her dear 
friend lying dead by the 
Jittle pool. 



SOME OF OUR FLOWER FRIENDS. 



She wept for him and 
kissed his lips and hands. 

Then she did a strange 
thing : 

She turned liis body into 
a beaming yellow flower. 

It was a Marsh Marigold. 




DOGTOOTH VIOLET. 

Here is a lily-like 
nodding flower. 

It is yello"w with dull red 
dots. 

The two broad leaves are 
spotted. 

The flower's name is Dog- 
tooth Violet, but it does not 
]ook Wke a violet. 
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It does not belong to the 
violet family. 

Its nearest relatives are 
the lilies. 

But its pistil is not cut 
into three parts like that of 
the lily. 

This flower looks some- 
what like a tulip. 

At night the Dogtooth 
Violet shuts its eyes and 
falls asleep. 

As the day grows, she 
opens her. eyes more and 



more. 
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She makes her home in 
the damp, dai'k woods. 

What cheerful little bells 
they are! 

Do they ring for the "wed- 
dings of the fairies? 




ANEMONES. 

Here are some 
white, drooping 
flowers in this shaded dell. 

They are Anemones. 

They have five sepals, not 
petals. 

The sepals are white and 
look just like petals. 

Hero and there, on the 
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sepals, is a clash of pink like 
the bhish the apple blossoms 
wear. 

The Anemones have very 
slender stems. 

They nod so gracefully 
in the wind that they are 
often called* 'Wind Flowers." 

The blossoms half close 
their eyes, and droop their 
heads, as though they were 
sleepy. 

That is because the day is 
clouded. 
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When the sun shines 
Rrarm and bright they open 
;heir eyes wide. 





Here are the Star Flowers 
;lose beside the Aneiiiosiea. 



THE ANEMONE'S SONG. 

I am waving, waving, wav- 
ing 

In the wind, and saving, 
saving 

Every joy the breezes bring 
me. 

Every note the wild birds 
sing. 

I am dreaming, dreaming, 
dreaming 



I*. 
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Of the earth ^with secrets 

teeming, 
Of the roguish sunbeanis 

skipping, 
Flitting in their pretty 

Of the water courses spark- 
ling 

In the dell, with shadows 
darkling. 

I am dreaming, - dreaming, 
dreaming, 

Of a grander life of praise. 




»\lMS/ SPRING BEAUTY. 

Here is the dain- 
ty Spring Beauty. 

The flower stems 
rise up and spread outward 
from between t^vo grass-like 
leaves. 

The flower is pink, with 
veins of deeper pink, as 
though som.e fairy had 
-worked every petal. 
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Sometimes the flower is 
;vliite, 'v^rith pink veinings. 

Dear little flower! It is no 
;o6ner picked than it droops 
ts head and closes its eye. 

But put it in a glass of 
^ater and set it near the 



;un. 



See, it is slyly lifting its 
;hy head again. 

Who ^v^rould ever believe 
;his flower to he a kind of 
Dusley? 

Here is another little 
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plant which we found 
nestled clown by the rocks 
in the pasture. It is Saxi- 
frage. 




Every little flower looks 
like a rosette. 

Do the fairies wear them 
on their slippers? 




HEPATICA OR BELLWORT. 



What queen is this, 
dressed in pale pur- 



ple? 



She is a shy queen. 

She hides herself in 
mossy nooks. 

What is she dreaming 
about that her head droops 
so? 

She has thick, glossy 
leaves. 
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See how furrv her steins 



are. 

Is the fur to keep off cold, 
littk? QiKHiii? 

We know you now. 

You are Ilepatica. 

You are cousin to. the 
CroAvfoot and Columbine, 
the Goldthread and Marsh 
Marigold; to the Anemone, 
and even to tlie Larkspur 
and the red Peony in Grand- 
ma's garden. 

I know you are cousins 
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because your parts are alike, 
though they do not look 
alike. 




I could easily guess that 
Columbine and Larkspur 
were cousins; couldn't you 
little Queen? 
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I should never ha^ 
guessed you and Columbii 

to be relations. 




Here is another shy,dT 
ing flower. 

Tt is called Bell wort. 
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See how it hides ^vith the 
Anemones in the shadow of 
these trees on the border of 
the swamp. 




THE MAY APPLE. 

"The umbrellas are out! 
the umbrellas are out!" 




Nellie has found th.e great 
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umbrella-like leaves of the 
May Apple. 

The flower is pretty, but 
how it is hidden. 

Just like a shy little girl, 

I 

she holds her umbrella close 
over her head, so that 
passers-by can not see her. 

In July there will be a 
large berry where the flower 



now IS. 



VIOLETS. 



Here are the Violets 
aniong the Bluets. 

These are the tiny arrow- 
leaved Violets v^ith short 
steins. 

They almost always grow 
in open fields. 

Later, we shall find the 
long-stemmed Purple Violet 
in the wood and meado^\r, 



%% 
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where there is damp, rich 



soil. 




PURPLK VIOLETS. 



Many of these Pur- 
ple \ Volets bloom 
ill the pastures and 
fields, but they look 
their best w^here 
they can hav(^ plenty 
of spring water to 
drink. 



If we go down to Buz- 
zard's J^ay or Xantucket we 
shall find uiore X'^ioh^ts. 

They are large and beau- 
tiful. 
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Their leaves ai'e different. 
They are cut up into long, 
narro^v\^ lobes. 




vV- 



BIRD'S-FOOT VIOLETS. 



They have a little touch 
of orange yello^v\^ in the 
center. 

We can gather a handful 
in a feTV moments. 
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What beauties! But see, 
tliey droop almost as soon as 
we pluck them. 

They are Bird's-Foot 
Yiolets. 




Down here in the moss of 
the woods is the Sweet 
White \"iolet, a fragrant, 
tiny flower, with such a 
slender pink stem. 
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And here, on the edge of 
the wood whei'e the sun- 
light and shadow are mixed, 




DOWNY VKLLOW VIOLETS. 



are tlie Downy Yello^w 
Violets. 

See how high they hold 
thoiT little heads ! — nearly 
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eight inches above the 
ground. 

They are paler than Dsltl- 
delion, but of a rich yellow 
color. 

They are veined with 
purple. 





WINTERGREEN. 

Here they are — the spicy 
young leaves of the Check- 
erberry. 

Here are the old plants, 
with their dark green, 
glossy leaves and red ber- 
ries. See the reddish green 
leaves of the young plants. 
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We will gather a bunch 
of the tender young plants 
to eat. 

These "youngsters," as we 
sometimes call them, will 
not bloom until June or 
July. 

The red berries often hang 
on the old plants until the 
new blossoms come. 



]3etside this rock, 
and sheltered hy 
■ Hie brush, is the 
)la. 

Pyrola is 
a kind of 
wiutergreen. 

You can find 
lt^ shiny leaves, 
I coking quite 
green, in the winter woods. 
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Pyrola will Ijlossom in 
May or Jmie. 





Como out \\^ith 
the daisies, 
Come out with tlie clover, 
For June is here, telling 
Her sweet tales over. 




A GOLDEN HEART. 

"I've a golden heart," 
Sings the Daisy Queen, 
Nodding to us from her bed 

of green. 
It came to me when I said 

my prayers 
One night, while the birdies 

sang to the stars. 
"I've a golden heart," sings 

Daisy. 




A WALK IN THE OPEN FIELD. 

No, old Brindle, ^we will 
not hurt you, nor drive you 
frora your clover dinner. 

Here are daisies, butter- 
cups, and red and white and 
yellow clovers. 

You know them all. 

Here are the dandelions, 
grown old and gi'ay headed. 

See how tall and proud 
the grasses are! 
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That tasseled pavt is the 
crown of this grrass. 




This is the Timothy grass. 
That fine red grass is the 
lied Top. 
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May has picked a stalk 
of a kind of grass we call 
Hungarian. 




TIMOTHY. 



But here is a kind of grass, 
with a real colored crown, 
like those other plants wear. 

It is the Blue-eyed gras^. 



104 
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Blue-eyes loves the 



sun. 



If the sun hides 
himself, Blue-eyes 
goes to sleep until he 
comes out again. 

Let us sit down 
here by the wall and 



read a little fable about 




Blue-eyes. 



A FABLE. 



Blue-eyes was once a 
simple blade of grass, witli 
no crown to ^wear. 

''I w^ish,*' she sighed, ''that 
I could have a flower to 
wear on the top of my 
stem, as the daisies do. 

"Please help me! Hold 
me up!" cried a wounded 
cricket. 

''Certainly," said little 
Blue-eyes. 



9 ^ 



Y'JSlb 
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And she stooped and 
lifted him, and lield him 
in the sun until he felt 
qnite well. 

"HoAv does the sun look?" 
said little Blue-eyes Avhen 
Cricket felt able to talk. 

Cricket told her as well 
as he could, sang her a song 
to thank her, and hopped 
into a cool spot as fast as 
he could, for the sun was 
growing very warm. 

No wonder the sun 
seemed warm. 
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He was siiiiliiig Ms v^eiy 
best smile at little J3hi(3-eyes. 

At last he bent A^eiy low 
and kissed her tiny blades. 

The next morning, what 
do you think happened? 

Little Blue-eyes wore a 
crown at the end of one 
of her blades; a blue crown, 
A^^ith a bit of gold in the 
center. 

She has worn it ever since ; 
and becaus(3 she wears the 
crown she can see the sun. 
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Blue-eyes smiles at the 
sun, and the sun smiles at 
her. 

When the sun hides, little 
Blue-eyes folds her crown 
away sadly and says softly, 
"What is the use of my 
crown when the sun can- 



not see nie'r* 



o yy 




A ^nd swept over a field 

of clover; 
-And the blossoms all heard 
what he said. 
Some turned pale with 

fright, 
Some red with delight, 
JBut one wore a gold crown 
on her head. 




\'5ft 




SOLOMON'S SEAL. 

Here, by the wood-land 
road, is the Solojnon's Seal. 

In September it will bear 
blue berries. 

Here is another flower 
called False Solomon's Seal. 

Why do they call you 
false, little flower? 
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Ill 



Here, ^where the pine trees 
sigh and make a soft shade, 




FALSE SOLOMON'S SEAL. 



are some little spikes of 
^white flowers. 

How sweetly they sraeVLl 
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These flowers, too, are 
called false Solomon's Seal. 

What pretty leaves they 
have ! 





Here, close heslde them, 
are the partridge berries. 

Hark! ho^w the trees sigh 
over our heads! 

There is a thrush singing 
in that clump of bushes. 
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See how tender these oak 
leaves are. 




"Oh!" cries Susie. "See 
what I liave found I 
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"A great, pink, ' nodding 
flower! 

"It is a Wild Tulip." 




It grew here where these 
bonghs made a thick shade 
and kept the soil very 
jnoist. 

It has leaves something 
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like the leaves of the Lily 
of the Valley. 

Here is a swampy spot. 

See the Ferns. 




That great plant, with the 
broad leaves, close to the 
ground, is Sknnk Cabbage. 

I know^ Tommy sees soxxv<a 
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treasure, by the -way he 
plunges into the s-wamp. 




It is a Jack in the Pulpit. 
How happy Jack looks 
in his new striped suit I 
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Why did he hide under 
Ms wide-spreading leaves? 
"Stand right up here, Mr. 
Jack, and tell us if you 



really do preach. 



j> 



"I do my best everyday," 
says Jack. "That is better 
than too much talking." 

Not another word will 
he say. 

Take good care of Jack, 
won't you, Tommy? He 
needs a great deal of ^water 
to drink. 
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Here is a rude bridge 
across the brook. 




<f 






We will cross it, for there 
is a tall Iris on the other 
side. 

We can not reach it "with- 
out wetting our feet. 

Well, then, we must leave 
it in its pretty home. 
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It will be very much 
happiei' there. 




There is a dot of yellow 
ill the high grass 
Tliat is the llagwort. 
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Hurrah ! 

Here are the pitcher 
plants, with their funny 




blossoms, nestled in the soft, 
meadowy soil. 
Nestled closely around this 
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old stump are ever so many 
white flowers. 

How set you are, little 
flower! You have just four 




parts to your crown, and 
around it there are placed 
just six beautiful green 
leaves. 
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Carrie knows the little 
flower's name. 

It is a Bunch-berry blos- 
som. 




The little family in the 
middle of the crown will 
work real hard all summer. 

When they have their 
"work all done there will 
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be a bunch of bright red 
berries j ust where the crown 



IS noAv. 



What is that on the shady 
bank? 

Let us go over there. 

It looks as though a lovely 
purple cloud had dropped 
down and rested upon the 



o o o 




Tommy is there first, and 
knows the flower's name; 
for the purple mist is a 
flower and not a cloud. 
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It is the Wild Geranium. 
'"Why," says Katie, "it 
doesn't look like my ge- 
raniums at home." 

"Not in the least, does 
it Katie?" 

It is so slender and pale 
and tender, we must take 
good care of it, or we can- 
not keep it alive until we 
get home. 

There is a pretty legend 
about this geranium. 

It was once a common 
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mallow, a plant with none 
of this grace and pale 
beanty. 

One day Mahomet washed 
some of his garments and 
spread them out upon the 
mallows to dry. 

When he took them up, 
lo! the mallows were these 
beautiful, tall, pale blossoms. 




THE CRANESBILL. 

Airy fairy blossoms, 
Tilting in the grove, 

Where the breeze is softened 
To mild airs you love. 

Dainty little wood-nymphs, 

Wearing colors rare, 
Did the bright clouds loan 
to you 
The pretty gowns you 
weary 











There is another shout 
from the meadow. 



Charlie lias found 
the Arethusa. 

What a pretty 
pink dress Arethu- 
sa wears! 

Why does she ruf- 
fle her little apron 
so much? 



She keeps her feet wet 



too. 



128 
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You never find her on 
dry knolls or sunny pas- 
tures. 

She likes the cool and 
damp of the meadow best. 

Arethusa is one of the 
orchids. 





Pretty Arethusa, 



With 



bonnet 



pink, 



Watching in the meado^w, 

I 

For whom do you think? 

Just for til at gay dandy, 
Called the Bumble Bee; 

He has no thought of com- 
ing, 
Foolish — isn't she? 




\m 



SOME TINY FRIENDS OF OURS. 



May has spied 

a tiny wliite flower. 

It has such a 

habit of leaning 

over in the grass. 

We came very 
near not finding it. 
It has little leaves sitting 
opposite on the stem. 

See ho^w furry and soft 
the leaves and stem aY^. 
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Perhaps that is why it 
is called Mouse-ear Chick- 



weed. 




The common 
y Chick weed grows 
ill the deep shade 
under that tree. 

Dick, the ca- 
nary, is so fond 
ot it, let us take 
some home to him. 



Doesn't N"ellie know that 
plant, with the sour leaves 
and fine red blossoms? 
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It is commoii Sorrel. 

Wood Sorrel is not at all 
like it, except in the taste 
of the leaves. 




WOOD SORREL. 



See, it looks like Mamma's 
Oxalis. 

It is a cousin to the Oxalis. 
It has the sanv^ ^^<^N^^ 
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habit of going to sleep at 
night. 

Tonijiiy has 
eyes so sharp that 
he has fonnd a 
Sliepherd's Purse. 
See wliat pretty 
flat seed-pods 
every flower has 
left behind. 

Little flower, 
are yon never 
sorry you are so small? 
Little flower does not 
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answer except by a nod ; but 
I think she is content. 

Here are some tiny bine 




CINQrKFOIL 




LOBKLIA. 



flowers growing beside the 
Sheplierd's Purse. 

It is Spiked Lobelia. 



13.'; 
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Close beside it is the pretty 
Cinq lief oil. 

Naiicv has found a little 
furry plant. 





SKLK HE.VL. 



SAND SIM'UltY. 



It has opposite notched 
leaves and purple blossoms. 
It is Self Heah 



That tiny purple flower 
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which Nellie found by the 
door is Sand Spurry. 

Is this an Aster among 
the daisies? 




It is Robin's Plantain. 
Does it not look lik(> an 
aster, blooming too soon? 




A BUTTERCUP. 

A Buttercup 
liT,-('(l ill clover; 
She -vToi-e a hat yellowy all 

ovei', 
Aud a green velvet gown, 
The richest in town, — 
The town of daisies and 
clover. 
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She saw a moth fly 



ov(3r 







Thi) tcnvn of daisies and 

clover. 
"Oh, ho!" said she, 
"A moth I must be, 
And fly like that bright 

jolly rover." 



She spread out her yellow, 
Just like the gay fellow: 
The breeze took her over the 
meadow. 



One petal flew t\\i^ ^"^"^ ^ 




.\: 
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One petal flew that. 



And this was the end of the 
maid and her hat, 

And daisy's sweet face wears 
a shadow. 





A BRAVE SEED. 

A little seed once sank 
do^wn, down to the bottom 
of a lake. 

It "was slimy and cold 
down there. 

Fishes with great eyes 
swam right over the seed. 

Queer worms and water- 
beetles darted around her. 
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The sun tried to creep 
down and w*\rju the seed; 
but the water was deep, 
and the trees along the 
shore threw long shadows. 

The little seed did not 
find fault. 

She hid herself under 
the mud and fell to work. 

She sent down roots and 
sent a stem upward. 

''I shall bloom some day," 
said the seed. 

"Bloom, indeed!" said an 
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Ugly water spider. "You 
bloom — Pooh! pooh!" and 
the spider laughed so he 
made little circles around 
him in the water. 

" Why," said the spider, 
"you are under ^^rater. Who 
could see you if you should 



bloom ? 



jj 



"I can rise to the top of 
the water," said the seed. 
" I guess it ^11 take you 

» 

some time," said the ugly 
spider; and he darted \i^^ 



144 
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himself, just to show the 
poor little seed how smart 
he was. 

Bat the little seed worked 
and worked until she 
became a plant. 




She sent up long root 
stalks, or stems, and laid 
great flat leaves on the sur- 
face of the water. 
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The water spider sat and 
sunned himself upon one 
of the leaves. 

"But," said he, "where are 
your blossoms?" 

At that, a wind so shook 
the leaf that the spider was 
glad to dart under the water. 

"Wait a little," said the 
plant. 

At last, one morning, you 
might have seen a queer 
green ball bobbing about 
on the water beside the 
broad leaves. 
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"Oil! ho!" laughed the 
saucy spider; "is that your 



9" 



blossom; 

Now, the little plant felt 
very much hurt at what 
the spider had said. 

She had hoped he would 
be silent when her buds 



came. 



The sun was sorry too, 
and he kissed the plant 
until even the green bad 
began to blush with joy. 

The trees whispered some- 
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thing to her, and the wind 
rocked her tenderly on a 
shining ^vave. 

Next morning there 
bloomed upon the lake the 
most beautiful flower earth 



ever saw. 



It was waxy white, with 
a great golden, yellow, glow- 
ing heart. 

It was the patient seed's 
lovely crown. 

You have Avorked in dark 
and cold and sorro^w, ^'^^c^*^ 
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the Suninier Wind; no won- 
der God gi\^es you a crown 
of glory. 

Then the little plant 
smiled up at the wind, 
and sun, and sky, and was 
happy. 

But tlie ugly water spider 
was nowhere to be found. 

Jack, on his way to school, 
saw the lily, but he was 
an odd little boy and very 
thoughtful. 

"I guess I'll leave the 
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pond-lily there," said Jack; 
"slie looks so happy, and 
Nell tore the last one I 
gave her all to pieces." 





THE WILD ROSE. 

Hark! these rustling 
leaves are telling a story 
of Wild Rose. 

A 'vvooci fairy once turned 
herself into a flower. 
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She turned her gauze into 
silky pink petals, and her 
cro^wn into a yellow center. 

She hid herself in a wood- 
land path and ^waited for 
a butterfly she knew, and 
hoped to be happier than 
she had ever been; 

A wood sparrow came 
and sang his "De, de, de," 
to her a long time. 

Then he spoke. "Why 



did you not stay a fairy r* 
said the sparrow. 



o >j 
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"L wanted to be seen," 
said the rose, blushing crim- 
son. "Tlie cliildren and 
the butterflies can not see 
fairies." 

"I thought r saw a tear 
in your eye," said the wood 

sparrow. 

''That is because I can 



never })o a fairy again, 



J? 



said the rose; "but I am 



content. 



?5 



"ILow can you be con- 
tont to sit there c^uietly all 
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day long?" said the sparrow; 
"yoii Avere wont to fly 
everywhere." 

"Maybe I can do more 
good this way," said the rose. 

As she spoke she sighed, 
and sent out such a sweet 
odor that the children 
found her and shouted with 

joy- 

They took her pink blos- 
som and carried it away 
over the hills to where a 
little sick girl was lying 
in a shaded room.. 
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Tli(3re little rose lived in 
a v^ase of water until the 



little 



girl's cheeks 



grew 



pink as the rose herself. 

Then the rose dropped 

her petals and changed into 
— oh! I mast not tell yoii 

into what, but it was some- 
thing very beantifiil. 





WHERE THEY GROW. 

'^ Down in the valley, deep, deep, deep. 
Where the little sunbeams Avink and 

peep. 
Under the grasses hiding low, - 
There^s where the dear little violets 

grow. 

Out in the meadow, bright, bright, 

bright. 
Close by the clovers red and white 
Witli a heart of gold and a fringe of 

snow, 
There^s where the dear little daisies 

grow. 

Up in the sycamore tree, tree, tree. 
Peep and a tiny nest youUl see, 
Swung by the breezes to and fro, 
Thei'e\s whet^e the dear little birdies 

— Bryant. 



grow. 



TO THE FRINGED GENTIAN. 

Thou blossom bright with inoriiing dew, 
And covered with theheaven^sown blue, 
That openest, when the quiet light 
Succeeds the keen and frosty night. 

Tliou coniest not when violets lean 
0\^.r wandering brooks and springs un- 
seen. 
Or columbines in purple dressed, 
Xod o^er the ground-bird^s hidden nest. 

Thou waitest late, and com^st alone. 
When Avoods are bare, and birds are 

flown. 
And frosts and sliortening days portend 
The aged year is near liis end. 
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Then doth thy sweet and ([uieteye 
Look thi'()iitz:h its fringes to the sky, 
Blue — hi lie — as if that sky let fall 
.V flower from its cerulean wall. 

I would that thus, when 1 shall see 
The hour of death draw near to me, 
Hope, hlossominfi' within my heart. 
Ma3' look to heaven as 1 depart. 

— Bryant 
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